"B"                                                     INDIAN
Sometimes the fly gets away, but not very often.
For the last week we have had a regular visitor,
calling at about nine o'clock, a small, solemn toad.
He pauses and reflects a long time between each hop.
He, too, is a fly-catcher, but his methods are different.
He sits immobile and seems to hypnotise the flies to
within striking distance. Either he does this, or,
being an acute psychologist, he is aware of the
foolish curiosity of flies which drives them like fate
to investigate anything living and motionless.
He never stays with us very long; but ranges the
room thoroughly, and then withdraws deliberately,
hop by hop, into the night. I have seldom seen so
small a toad before: perhaps he is a young one. I
feel that his visits are really only an evening's amuse-
ment to him, not a necessary, grim hunt for his
supper, and that when he is older and wiser he will
leave us: I somehow feel that he gets his real dinner
somewhere else in the day-time, that coming to us is,
as it were, like dropping in to a brightly lighted cafe
on his evening stroll.
Now that wailing menacing howl of jackals
has begun. I did not have it at Agra. Generally,
they come later. They must be in the garden,
in front of the bungalow; I have just heard E.
go out, I suppose to shoot in their direction.
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